80              AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
some slight danger to the jackals but there was far more to the sahibs. On the hunts in which I took part there was never any kill, but many a spill.
We were simply crazy on exercise, always working on the theory that we could sweat out in the morning alcohol imbibed the night before. This was all the more remarkable because we were at such pains to pretend that we were fastidious drinkers and connoisseurs of different brands. Because I thought it was doggish I used to ask for Cockburn Campbell whisky, though frankly it all tasted the same to me, especially when diluted so liberally with soda. Having gone to all this trouble, we were, as I say, then obsessed with a frantic desire to get rid of it all.
I was a poor athlete, and, therefore, though I added badminton and swimming to my riding and tennis, I ranked low in the social hierarchy of Bombay. In a desperate attempt to raise my status slightly I once persuaded Jay to teach me golf on the maidan. He had his habitual hangover when I dragged him out at dawn, and he was muttering strange oaths in his Scottish accent. He tottered visibly on the first tee and beads of spirituous sweat stood on his pallid brow. I gaped at him yokel-wise. "You want to add-r-r-r-ess the ball like this," he said, waggling the driver. Then he lashed out violently and hit me on the topee with the head of the club on the back-swing. Here ended my first lesson, in apologies and disorder. It cured rne, for the time, of social ambition. But the real swells of Bombay were the members of the Gymkhana cricket eleven or the Rugger XV. There is not much doubt that most of us over-exercised, but Rugger, played in the monsoon, was the greatest strain of all in that climate. While the Indians were great cricket and soccer fans, Rugger seemed to strike them mainly as irresistibly funny. They gathered on the touch-line roaring with laughter at the spectacle of the sahibs downing each other in the mud.
Looking back now, it seems to me that the sun soaked into our systems, governed our lives and remoulded our characters. It gave us fierce energy in spasms and took away the gravity of life. Nothing seemed to matter in that prodigal sunshine. We effervesced perpetually with high-